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PREFACE 


Children possess a fertile imagination, They are 
more receptive when they are young. Good poetry 
instils a sense of aesthetic beauty into the young 
minds. It provides both pleasure and profit. Poetry 
trains the emotions of the young pupils. Light verse 
carries greater appeal as it is easily intelligible and 
creates greater interest and pleasure. Therefore 
students should develop a taste for poetry from the 
early stages of learning. 


This series of Poems has been carefully designed 
so as to provide both pleasure and create interest in 
Poetry, Vocabulary in these poems conforms to the 
standard for which they are meant. 

In order to instil moral and patriotic sense amongst 
the students, we have incorporated into this anthology, 
a few poems with Indian background, 


The books are profusely illustrated to make them 
interesting and help the students in learning. 

We are sure the teachers will welcome this series. 
Suggestions for improvement will be gratefully 
received, 


Editors 


Preface to the Revised Edition 


The book in its present form has been thoroughly 
re-written in view of suggestions received from a large 
number of teachers. Easier and smaller poems have 
been put in Book II and comparatively difficult and > 
longer poems have been given in Book III of the ser'es. 


We hope that the series in its present form shall 
prove more useful. Suggestions for further improve- 
ment are welcome. 


—Authors & Publisher 
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1 GOD M. TM US ALL 


E ! \ 
God made us all both great and 
small, 
And so we must be kind to all 
Since we love our own dear 
brothers, 
. Wed like to be a help to others. 
The poor and sick, the blind and 
lame, 
And al) who live-with love aflame - 
We try our best their pain to ease, 
Because in doing so,it's God we 
please. 
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2 MY COUNTRY 
I ought to love my country, 
The land in which I live; 
Yes, [ am very sure my heart 
Its truest love should give. 
For, if I love my country, 
ri try to be a man 
My country may be proud of, 
And if I try, I can. 
She wants men brave and noble, 
She needs men true and kind 
My country needs that [ should be 
The best man she can find. 
(Anonymous) 
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1. God, give me courage 
To do what is right; 
Courage to speak, 
And courage to fight. 
2.For honesty, goodness, 
Justice and truth; 
Courage to choose 
The good in my youth. 
3. Courage to own 
When I'm in the wrong; 
Courage to face 
The day with a song. 
4. Courage to guard 
My thoughts and my tongue; 
Courage to choose 
The right when l'am young. 
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Each little lass and lad: 
So He it is Who wants you good, 
While the devil wants you bad. 


Now, if your deeds are very bad, 

You're helping, can't you tell? 

You're helping Satan in his work 
Of driving souls to hell! 


But if your deeds are good and true, 
You are like a shining light, 
That helps the other boys and girls 
To do what's good and right. 
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5 MY TEACHER „реч 


Im precious in his saintly sight, 
For he sees me as I am, the whole; 
| My body young, and priceless soul. 
History, Hindi, and all the rest, 
| Are matters for the monthly test, 
But that's not all our saint does 
teach, 
A life sublime his virtues preach: 
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| He teaches us from morn till night, 
| 

| 


*Love your neighbour, speak the 
truth, 
Form good habits in your youth; 
Be as good as men who trod 
The narrow road that leads to God." 
My teacher is a saint, you see, 
And so it is he who teaches me, 
A brave and generous soul to be, 


That I may rise, O God ! to Thee. 
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The evening is coming, n 
The sun sinks to rest, x 
The rooks are all flying ey < 
Straight home to the nest. NG 
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“Caw !” says the rook, as he flies 
overhead, 
“Its time little people were going to 
bed |” 


The flowers are closing; 
The daisy’s asleep, 
The primrose is buried 

In slumber so deep, 


pimpernel red; 
It’s time little people were going to 


The bees are ening | DE 
No more the birds sin LINE 
Their labour is over, their nestlings 
are fed; 
It’s time little people were going to 
bed ! 
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Work v vd work, 
Play while you play; 
To be useful and happy. 
That is the way. 
All that you do, 
Do with your might;  ; 92 „А; 
Things done by halves "a No 
Are never done right. ae | 
One thing at a time, s 
And that done well, a 
Is a very good rule, 
As many can tell. 
Moments should never 
Be trifled away; 


So work while you work, 
And play while you play. 


B Lum 8 


A noun IS т пате ої sine 

As School, Garden, Kite or King. 

Adjectives tell the kind of noun, 

As Great, Small, Pretty, White, or 

Brown. 

Instead of nouns the pronouns 
stand: 

His head, her face, your arm, my 
hand. 
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Verbs tell of something being done- 
To Read, Count, Carry, Laugh, or 
Run. 
How things are done the adverbs 
tell, 
As Slowly, Quickly, Ill, or Well. 
Conjunctions join the words together, 
As men and women, wind and 
weather. 


The preposition stands before 
` A noun, as in or through a door. 
The interjection shows surprise, 
As—Oh ! How pretty ! Ah ! How 
wise ! 
Three little words you often see 
The articles—a, an, and the. 
The whole are called the Parts 
£ of Speech 
Which reading, writing, speaking 
teach. 
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Oh, look at the moon! ^————— 
She's shining up there. 
Oh, mother, she looks 
Like a lamp in the air. 
Last week she was smaller, 
And shaped like a bow; 
But now she's grown bigger, 
And round as an O 
Pretty moon, pretty moon; 
How you shine on the door, 
And make a bright light 
On my bedroom floor ! 
You shine on my playthings 
11 


And show me their place; 
And I love to look up 

At your pretty bright face. 
And there is a star 

Close by you; and may be 
That small twinkling star 

Is your little baby. 
10 THE DAYS ARE COLD 


| 

The days are cold, the nights are long, ' 

The north-wind sings а doleful song; é 

Then hush again upon my breast; i 
All merry things are now at rest, 

Save thee, my pretty love ! 

The kitten sleeps upon the hearth, | 

The crickets long have ceased their | 

mirth; | 

12 | 
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There's nothing stirring in the house 
Save one wee hungry nibbling mouse, 
Then why so busy thou ? 
Nay ! Start not at that sparkling 
light; 
?Tis but the moon that shines so 
bright 
On the window pane bedropped 
with rain; 
Then little darling ! sleep again, 
And wake when it is day. 
I1 TRY, TRY.TRY AGAIN 


: П сс А ЮА 
“Tis а lesson you should learn, 
Try, try, try again; 
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If at first you don't succeed, 
Try, try, try again; 

Thus your courage will appear; 

For if you D ersevere; 
You will conquer, never fear; 
Try, try, try again ! 

If you find your task is hard, 
Try, try, try again; 

Time will bring you your reward; 
Try, try , try again; 
All that other men can do, 
Why with patience should not 

you ? 

Only keep this rule in view; 
Try, try, try again ! 


If I were in a fairy tale, = 
14 


And it were my good luck 
To have a wish, Pd choose to be 
A lovely snow-white duck. 


When she puts out into the pond 
And leaves me on the brink, 
She wags her stumpy tail at me. 
And gives a saucy wink. 
Which says as plain as words could 
Say. 

I'm safe as safe can be, 
Stay there, or you will drown 

yourself. 
The pond was made for me. 
She goes sailing to and fro 
Just like а fishing boat, 
And steers and paddles all by herself. 
And never wets her coat. 
Then in the water, upside down, 
I've often seen her stand 

15 


More neatly than the little boys 
Who do it on the land. 

And best of all, her children are 
The ducklings, bright as gold, 

Who swim about the pond with her 
And do as they are told. 


E. L. M. King 
f 13 THE AIRPLANE... $15» 


An airplane has gigantic wings 
But not a feather on her breast; 
She only mutters when she sings 
And builds a hangar for a nest. 
I love to see her stop and start; 
She has a little motor heart 
That beats and throbs and then is 

still. 
She wears a fan upon her bill. 

16 
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No eagle flies through sun and rain 
So swiftly as an airplane. 
I wish she would come sweeping 
down 
Between the steeples of the town 
And lift me right up off my feet 
And take me high above the street, 
That all the other boys might see 
The little speck that would be me. 


14 DIRTY JIM 
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There was a little Jim 
"Tis reported of him- 
And, 'tisto his lasting disgrace- 
That he never was seen 
17 


With his hands at all clean, 
Nor yet ever clean was his face. 
His friends.were much hurt 
To see so much dirt, 

And often they made him quite 


clean: 


But all was in vain- 

And he never was fit to be seen. 
It gave him no pain 

To hear them complain, 

Nor his own dirty clothes to survey; 
His indolent mind 

No pleasure could find 

In tidy and wholesome array. 
The idle and bad, 

Like this little lad, 

May love dirty ways, to be sure; 
But good boys are seen 

To be decent and clean 
Although they are ever so poor. 


Jane Taylor 
18 
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n j THE CLIFF-TOP 
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2 S 
The cliff-top has a carpet 
Of lilac, gold and green; 
The blue sky bounds the ocean, 
; The white clouds scud between. 
| A flock of gulls are wheeling 
| Апа wailing round my seat; 
Above my head the heaven, 
The sea beneath my feet. 
Robert Bridges 
19 


16 MY WORLD 
Running streamlets,y=———< =: j 
Bubbling brooks, J= Sec 
Singing birds, x Д A J 

{ 


Chattering magpies, F 
Twittering wrens, AA › 
Quacking ducks, = < 
And clucking hens. 
Neighing horses, . 
Lowing cows, TS 
Squealing pigs, a 
And snorting sows. ` де} 
Barking dogs 
And mewing cats, 
Stealing after 
Mice and rats. 
What a noise 
And what a din 
Is the world 

That I live in! 


17 CHEERF 


ULNESS 


Гуе heard it said since I was born, 


That every rose must have its thorn, 
No matter where it grows. 

It may be so; l'll not deny, 

But this is quite as true, say I, 

Each thorn, too, has its rose. 


21 15.5 $8 


^ 18 WHAT IS PINK? 


By the fountain' s brink. 
What is red ? A poppy's red 
In its barley bed. ы”, 
What is blue ? The sky is blue —” 
Where the clouds float through. 
What is white ? The swan is white 
Sailing in the light. 

What is yellow ? Pears are yellow. 
Rich and ripe and mellow. 

What is green ? The grass is green, 
With small flowers between. 

What is violet ? Clouds are violet 
In the summer twilight. 

What is orange ? Why, an orange, 
Just an orange, 


Christina Rossetti 


Hundreds of stars in the preiif may 
Hundreds of shells on the shore 
together, 
- Hundreds of birds that go singing by. 
Hundreds of birds in the sunny 
weather. 


Hundreds of dewdrops to greet the 
dawn, 


Hundreds of bees in the purple 
| clover, 


Hundreds of butterflies on the lawn. 
But only one mother the wide 
world over. 


23 
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20 THE LION AND THE MOUSE | 
A lion, prowling through the woods, ` 
In eager search of prey, 

By chance was caught within a net, 
And could not get away. 


^ 


He tried in vain to free himself 
From this unpleasant house, 
When, lo ! from out its hole there 


crept 
A tiny little mouse. 


24 


It nibbled, with its teeth so small, 
The cords that formed the net, 
Till, one by one, the strings gave 

Way, 
And free the lion. set. 


This shows that we should not 
despise 
The humblest thing that lives; 


The strongest at some time may 
need 


The help the poor man gives. 
21 M А BIRD THOUGHT? 


I lived in a little house, 
And lived there very well; | 
The world to me was small and" ` 
round 
| And made of pale-blue shell. 


25 


I lived next in a little nest, 

Nor needed any other; 

I thought the world was made of 
straw 

And covered by my mother. 


One day I fluttered from the nest, 

To see what I could find. 

I said, *The world is made of 
leaves;” 


I have been very blind. 

At last I flew beyond the trees, 
And saw the sky so blue; 

Now how the world is really made, 
I cannot tell-can you ? 


es PRING SONG 
\\\ 
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“Its spritigi '" cried the linnet, | 
26 ci 


“In a second, a minute, 
He'll be here ! 
Oh, the air is all a-quiver, 
There are sparkles on the river, 
He is near ! $ 
“Dont you feel the warmth and 
glory ? 
Winter old and harsh and hoary 
Flies away. 
There is scent and sound and 
beauty. 
Little linnets ! It's your duty 
Fire away !” 
Oh, the twittering and flittering, 
The tittering and glittering ! 
Spring is near ! 
Little linnets ! *Tra-la-la, 
Spring has come ! hurrah ! hurrah ! 
He is here !” 
Mathalin M.M.G. 
27 
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And racing along the sands, 
A glimmer of dancing shadows, 
A dovelike flutter of hands. 
The stars were shouting in heaven, 
The sun was chasing the moon: 
The game was the same as the 
children's, 
They danced to the self-same tune. 
The whole of the world was merry, 
One joy from the vale to the 
| height, 
| ~~ 28 


Where the blue woods of twilight 
encircled 
The lovely lawns of the light. 
G.W. Russell 
24 A NIGHT IN JUNE д 
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The little birds ате piping yet 
Among the bushes and trees; 
There's a cuckoo, and one or two 
thrushes, 
And a far-off wind that rushes, 
And a sound of water that gushes, 
And the cuckoo's sovereign cry 
Fills all the hollow of the sky. 
W. Wordsworth 
29 


. 25 THE LITTLE BOY AND 


T. little twinkling stars that shine 
Above my head so high, 
If [ had but a pair of wings, 
Pd join you in the sky. 
I am not happy lying here 
With neither book nor toy, 
For I am sent to bed because 
l've been a naughty boy. 


If you will listen, little stars, 
Tl tell you all I did: 
I only said I would not do 
The thing that I was bid. 
I'm six years old this very day, 
And I can write and read; 
30 


And not to have my own way yet 
Is very hard indeed. 


I do not know how old you are, 
Or whether you can speak, 
But you may twinkle all night long, 
And play at hide-and-seek. 
Does anybody say, “Be still !” 
When you would dance and 
play ! 
Does anybody hinder you, 
When you would have your 
i way ? 
Oh, tell me, little stars, for much 
I wonder, why you go, 
The whole night long from east to 
west, 
So patiently and slow. 
We have a Father, little child, 
Who guides us on our way. 
We never question when He speaks; 


We listen and obey. 
31 


I know a curious little boy 
Who is always asking, *Why ?" 
Why this, why that, why then, why 


W, 
Why not, why by-the by ? 
He wants to know why wood should 
swim, 

Why lead and marble sink ? 

Why stars should shine and winds 

should blow. 

And why we eat and drink. 

32 


He wants to know what makes the 
| clouds, 
And why they cross the sky ; 
Why sinks the sun behind the hills, 
And why the flowers die. 
Some of his Whys are not too hard 
To answer if you'll try; 
But others-no one ever yet 
Has found the reason why. 


27 THE LOVELY WAVES | 


Roll on, roll on, you restless waves, 
That toss about and roar; 
Why do you all run back again, 
When you have reached the shore ? 
Roll on, roll on, you noisy waves, 
Roll higher up the strand; 
83 


How is it that you cannot pass 
That line of yellow sand ? 
“We must not dare," the waves reply 
“That line of yellow sand 
Is laid along the shore to bird 
The waters and the land. 
And all should keep to time, and 
place, 
And all should keep to rule. 
Both waves upon the sandy shore, 


And little boys at school." 
28A LITTLE FAIRY COMES A E: 
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A little fairy comes at night, 

Her eyes are blue, her hair is brown, 
With silver spots upon her wings, 
And from the moon she flutters down. 
She has a little silver wand, 

And whena good child goes to bed 
She waves her wand from right to left. 
And makes a circle round her head. 
And then it dreams of pleasant things, 
Of fountains filled with fairy fish, 
And trees that bear delicious fruit, 
And bow their branches at a wish; 


Or arbours filled with dainty scents 
- From lovely flowers that never fade, 
- Bright flies that glitter in the sun, 
And glow-worms shining in the shade; 
And talking birds with gifted tongues 
Bor singing songs and telling tales 
And pretty dwarfs to show the way 
Through fairy hills and fairy dales. 
ss Thomas Hood 


Ri б.а) í 
I saw her plucking cowslips, 
And marked her where she stood : 
She never knew I watched her 
While hiding in the wood. 
Her skirt was brightest crimson, 
And black her steeple tae 
Her broomstick lay beside her— 
Im positive of that. 

Her chin was sharp and »ointed, 
Her eyes were—I don't know— 
For, when she turned towards me— 

I thought it best—to go ! 


36 


HE COMING STORM 


The tree- To: rustle, the tree- -tops 
wave, 

They hustle, they rustle, and down in 
a cave 


The winds are murmuring, ready to 
rave. 


The skies are dimming; the birds fly 
low, 
Skimming and swimming; their wings 
are slow, 
They float, they are carried, they 
scarcely go. 
The dead leaves hurry; the waters, 
too, 
37 


Hurry and scurry; as if they knew 
A storm was at hand; the smoke is 
blue. 


W. B. Rands 
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When the green woods laugh with 
the voice of joy, 
And the dimpling stream runs 
laughing by; 
When the air does laugh with our 
merry wit, 
And the green hill laughs with the 
noise of it; 
38 


green, 
And the grasshopper laughs in the 
merry scene, 
| When Mary and Susan and Emily 
With their sweet round mouths sing 
Ha, Ha, He ! 


When the meadows laugh with lively 


When the painted birds laugh in the 
shade, | 


Where our table with cherries and 
nuts is spread, 

Come live and be merry, and join 
with me, 


To sing the sweet chorus of 
| На, На Hee 


William Blake 


g 


* 32 TWO SPARROWS 
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Two sparrows, feeding, AE e 


heard a thrush fei, “< y) ? 
sing to the dawn. = 
The first said “Tush! 7%. 2 


^W 


singing bird." V - 
The Second Said 523 
“It’s you and me, / 
who slave to keep 
the likes of he.” 
амана “Апа if we cared, У 
both sparrows said, 
"we'd do that singing 


on our head." 
40 
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& ` [n all my life Ç 
i I never heard «C 
| ZA Ja a more affected ` 
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The thrush packed sideways, 
and was dumb. 

“And now,” they screamed, 

"he's pinched our crumb " 


Humbert Wolfe 
33THE EAGLE 


He Nc xi crag with crooked 
hands; 
Close to the sun in ҮЙӨ lands, 
Ring'd with the azure world, he 
stands. 
The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls; 
He watches from his mountain walls, 
. And like a thunderbolt he falls. 
Lord Tennyson 
41 


The moon is strangely out of place 
SO near and yet so high; 

She is a silver disc cut out, 
‘And stuck upon the sky. 

One night when we are all asleep, 
Secure in London Town, 

The moon will lose her hold and slip, 
The moon will tumble down. 


Dorothy Wellesley 
42 - 
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